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possibly he had caught just so much of ethereal radiance
as served to bewilder him, in an earthly sense, by its
intermixture with the common daylight

One evening, when the artist had returned from a
customary ramble and had just thrown the lustre of his
lamp on the delicate piece of work so often interrupted,
but still taken up again, as if his fate were embodied in
its mechanism, he was surprised by the entrance of old
Peter Hovenden. Owen never met this man without a
shrinking of the heart. Of all the world he was most
terrible, by reason of a keen understanding which saw
so distinctly what it did see, and disbelieved so uncom-
promisingly in what it could not see. On this occasion
the old watchmaker had merely a gracious word or two
to say.

"Owen, my lad," said he, "we must see you at my
house tomorrow night."

The artist began to mutter some excuse.

"Oh, but it must be so," quoth Peter Hovenden, "for
the sake of the days when you were one of the house-
hold. What, my boy! don't you know that my daughter
Annie is engaged to Robert Danforth? We are making
an entertainment, in our humble way, to celebrate the
event"

"Ah!" said Owen.

That little monosyllable was all he uttered; its tone
seemed cold and unconcerned to an ear like Peter
Hovenden's; and yet there was in it the stifled outcry
of the poor artist's heart, which he compressed within
him like a man holding down an evil spirit. One slight
outbreak, however, imperceptible to the old watch-
maker, he allowed himself. Raising the instrument with
which he was about to begin his work, he let it fall
upon the little system of machinery that had, anew,
cost him months of thought and toil. It was shattered
by the stroke!

Owen Warland's story would have been no tolerable